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fit to burn 


Author's Notes: 
Axls POV. Kinda dark | had to write a slash story with Slash in it. The juggler is a recurrent dream had by 
abused and neglected children 


Slash runs a hand over his flushed face, pulling wayward curls out of his eyes, and catches me looking at him, 
drinking him in. It's just Steve, him and me in his mother's garage, jamming old tunes, fucking around, waiting 


for Izzy and Duff to show up. 


"What?" he asks, readjusting his guitar strap on his naked shoulder and blowing out a puff of air. The sticky 


heat of the summer is oppressive, wrapped around everything and everyone like an almost visible miasma. 


"Nothing" | say, peering up at him and squinting, looking like I've made some incredible discovery ". | just didn't 
know you had eyes" 


Steve laughs, the sound strangely musical to my ears. Am | in a good mood? | think | am. Slash blushes, 
actually blushes, a splotch of dark red spreading outwards from the tip of his nose and all over his face. 


"Shut up" he mumbles, hiding behind his hair again and picking out a scale to occupy his attention. So shy. So 
sweet. So fucking cute. 


Damn it. 


Sometimes, | dream about a juggler. 


Weird thing to dream about, | know, but when the fuck have | been anything but weird? | envy the people that 
dream about flying or running through fields of flowers. | envy wet dreams: I've never had one, or if | did, | 
don't remember. | only ever remember glimpses of monsters and a lot of clatter, but most of the times | 


manage a few hours of sleep | dream about the juggler. 


He's tall and looming, dressed in black and white even though the dream is all in color. His eyes are dull black, 
like the button eyes of a rag doll my sister had as a baby, flat and expressionless. | know he's looking right at 


me. 
It always starts the same: he picks up two red balls and starts juggling slowly, setting up a steady rhythm. 
Then another ball, this one blue, appears out of thin air, and the juggler adds it to the other two, speeding up 


his pace, keeping his void-like eyes fixated on me. 


And he adds another, a yellow ball, then an orange one, and so on, and so on. Green, brown, pink, purple. There 


are so many balls in the air its hard to keep track of them. 
But then a black one appears, as black as the juggler's eyes, and it takes me a few seconds to realize it's not a 
ball at all: it's a bomb, lit and ready to go off, but he doesn't notice it is. He thinks it's a ball, like all the 


others, so he adds it and keeps going, not missing a beat. 


| wake up when it explodes, obliterating the scene, dissolving it into white noise that'll be with me the whole 


day, my sole companion since the day | was born. 
My heart pounds inside my ribcage. 


I'm gonna tear him apart, and | tell him so. | warn him, because its all | can do. 


But he's a fucking kid and he thinks he knows everything he needs to know about everyone because he's just 


that cool, that smart. 
He doesn't know shit. 


| know, from the minute he looks at me with those hazy chocolate eyes, that he's gonna be mine, completely 
mine, and l'm gonna ruin him, but not in the fun way. He thinks he knows a thing or two, he's seen a thing or 


two, and he can deal with this. Deal with me. 


He's so fucking wrong, but he's so sweet | wish he were right. Summertime love.. wouldn't that be lovely? But 
I'm not built for things like that, never have been. I'll just have my fun and drink my fill of his love and let him 


crawl away. Leave romance to poets and painters: l'm a rock n' roller. 


| hold his gaze for as long as he'll let me, and | let him catch me gazing at his long fingers wrapped around the 
fret board of his guitar. | know he can see that | want him: I'm making it clear. He regards me much like a 


rival, unsure if he wants to be predator or prey, but that's out of his hands, isn't it? 


| sharply glance away and pretend to scramble for something to fix my eyes on whenever he turns to look at 


me, but | can feel his dark orbs stuck on me while we rehearse, while | sing with my back turned to him. 


We go to the bar afterwards, to hang out together and bond as a band (Izzy, the Newly Christened Hippie's 
words, not mine). Slash adopts the defense of casualness to veil his attraction, shoving his hands in his pockets 
and turning his gaze away at something supposedly more interesting than the fact that my t-shirts soaked 
through with sweat and has gone practically transparent in this fucking heat. 


| can see the want in him, | can feel it in the electricity between us even as he pretends to be deeply 
absorbed by whatever piece of invaluable information a baked Steven is relying to him. | casually invade his 
personal space as | reach for the bowl of peanuts in front of blondie and relish in the way he seems to stop 


breathing for a second. 

Izzy shoots me a warning look from across the table, a look that clearly tells me cut with the spring courtship 
routine and quit fucking with my band mate's head. | blink at him, feigning childlike innocence, and he laughs loud 
enough to be heard over the earsplitting music, shaking his head. 


Duff frowns at him "What're you laughing at?" 


Its spring, apparently" Izzy shrugs and | chuckle. Duff rolls his eyes at the inside joke and steals his beer, 


wrestling it out of his grip and downing it in record time. Izzy's expression is priceless. 
| feel a hand brush against my thigh under the table, and | grin, because this band is bonding just fine. 


| used to think | was the juggler in the dream, just standing there trying to keep control of all thats happening 


at any given moment of my fucked up life until everything blows in my face, but recently | came to terms 
with the fact that I'm the bomb, poised to explode in the face of whatever poor motherfucker dumb enough 
to try and take a chance with me. 


I'm cool with that. | was never really made to be with people anyway, their presence and voices and 
colorfulness overwhelming to me even as a child. They fuck up my groove, throw me out of balance. It's only 
when I'm alone in my own head that I'm really at peace, truly serene: it's loud in here already even without 
outside input. 


Izzy helps: he's known me forever, my constant North Star in the thunderous sea, and he knows better than 
to try and drag me all the way out of my cranium or finding a way to slip in himself. He meets me halfway 
and we share a borderline friendship of sorts, where he doesn't try to change me and | don't try to save him 
and we both have fun at the other's expense, watching the world slide by. 


| don't fool myself, though: | know Izzy's disease is different than mine. For all the pretences and masks he likes 
to hide himself behind, it's the smack that keeps him out of touch with reality and in sync with me. The day 
will come when our harmony will crumble into pixie dust and blow in the wind, because he can stop whenever 


he wants to. 
| resent him for that, in a way. | resent the artificial nature of his insanity. 


Its the same with Slash and the others: they find me charming, fiery, dramatic, artistic. I'm poetic, to them. 
Evocative. They relate to me because they are the same: we are all the wasted youth of the world, fired up 


with booze and drugs and ready to set our lives ablaze, our passion free and feral for all to see. 


But I'm not on drugs. I'm just fucking crazy. 


We are in somebody's house, it's past midnight and we just snuck in. Is it his house? | don't fucking know. I'm 


high and drunk on him, | feel like I'm consuming his very soul. 


| let him feel in control, allow him to trap me against a wall and drink his fill off my lips. He's so tender, even 
when he's rough, running his hands over my body carefully, reverently. | give him a moan or two and he 
shudders, an earthquake rushing through his body. He's mine. 

Fuck. 


| push him away, flatten my palms on his warm, smooth, naked chest (when the fuck did that happen’), the 
contrast striking even in the darkness, and forcefully put some distance between us, ignoring his beautiful 


protests. | take a deep breath, | pull myself together, | try to hush the noise. 


"IIl rip your heart in two" | say, because it's true and he needs to know. 


For a moment, | think he's going to laugh, or crack that goofy, harmless grin of his that puts everyone at ease 
and under the false impression the he's some kind of moron. But the dark sparkling desire that curls in his 
watercolor eyes proves to be stronger than any thought or defense mechanism, and all he does is lay his 


hands on top of mine. 


"Go ahead" he says, pressing my cold fingers hard enough against his flesh that | can feel his heart pounding 
through layers of tissue and blood and bone, and for a second the static in my head collapses and all | hear is 


that sound ". Rip it" 


Thump, thump, thump 


always ends the same 


Author's Notes: 
This is kind of depressing, but..yeah, its depressing. 


"Dude, you're such a dick sometimes" Slash says, his chair skidding backwards with a whirring noise as he 


stands up hastily. 


| don't reply. | just watch him as he grabs his guitar and shoves it haphazardly in it's case, staring down at it 
with fierce concentration. Right before he starts closing the zip, he sighs shakily, stilling his trembling fingers 
through force if will alone. When he's done, he looks up at me long and hard, his watercolor eyes wide and 


expectant. Waiting. 
| stare back. 
Releasing an incredulous puff of air, he shakes his head. 


"Whatever" he says, clipped, angry, tight, everything he never is (everything he never allows himself to be) 


and turns his back on me, clearly brushing me off. 


| watch, impassive, as he shoulders his guitar case, sighs once again and walks away, slamming the door closed 
on his way out. A distant, quiet part of me wonders if maybe | finally pushed too far, finally crossed the one 
fine line. | hold my breath for a second, but then | let it out when when | realize what a stupid thing that is. 


It honestly doesn't matter. If the kid can't take a litte bit of constructive criticism, then he not only has no 
place in my band, he has no business trying to make it as a musician at all. | right the empty bottle of 
Nightrain Express Slash knocked over in his haste to get the fuck away from me and tell myself that he 


either comes back or he doesn't: it's out of my hands. 
"| would have gone with you are a dick Period" Izzy says conversationally as he sits down on the chair Slash 
vacated. When | raise an eyebrow at him, he shrugs, feigning innocence "What? You guys were almost shouting! 


The bathroom might as well be in here, for all the privacy it grants" 


"Right. It's not that you are a nosy fuck with no life, its that the walls are thin" | roll my eyes at him "Like | 


don't know you dropped everything and stuck your ear to the door the second you went in there" 
Izzy shrugs, caught, and grins "I live vicariously through you" 


The good thing about knowing each other forever is that false pretences are simply not something we do. | 


know the second Izzy clears his throat and points his serious frown at me from across the table that it's 


lecture time, and nothing | do or say ca change that, so | just slouch back on my chair and wait. 
"You can't say shit like that to people, Axe" 


| know that. | know | can't, shouldn't. | wouldn't, except | already did, didn't |? | could have found another way to 
tell Slash his performance is much too practiced and needs a little more personality, more passion. | was going 
to, but | woke up this morning with a ringing in my ears that just won't go away and makes me want to 


eviscerate innocent things, figuratively or literally, whatever's more practical. 


And what's more innocent than little Slash, with his big eyes and his sugary smile, showing me a new song he 
came up with that makes him blush because | know he was thinking about me when he wrote it, a charming 

spot of crimson that starts at his nose and spreads and spreads appearing as soon as the first chords filled 
the air? 


So fucking sweet. 


"| shouldn't tell them the truth?" 


And I'm angry again now, not just annoyed. My blood's been simmering all morning, all night, all week. It's like it 
mounts up, the tension, it just accumulates like gunpowder and winds itself into knots, tighter and tighter, 
denser and denser until there is no way to unknot it: the only way to get rid of it is to find the right spark to 
ignite it. 


| could have kissed him and told him that that | fucking loved the song, because | do, but | couldn't think over 
my own anger, | just -- | just want this FEELING to go away. This feeling where my anger is too big for my 
own body. 


"Well, yeah, you should, but not--like--" Izzy sighs, clearly annoyed at his inability to find the proper words 
for what he wants to say. He looks disgruntled, like a puppy that just can't seem to understand why it can't 
catch its own tail. Izzy is funny like that: give him a guitar and a few words to choose from, and he'll throw 
back at you a piece of art the likes of which you'd have never thought possible. Give him a subject he cares 
for, sit back and listen to him babble for hours about the whys, whens and wheres. 


Leave him alone trying to make sense of the English language and feelings and he'll back himself into a corner. 
It's like he tries every word he knows on to see if it fits before finally composing a fucking sentence, but 
we've been friends long enough that | know that if we want to have a conversation, its this or nothing. 


In the end, he settles for "He cares what you think, dude" 


And that's just the problem, isn't it? He can't care what | think, not like that. If we ever have a hope for 


making it in the long run, he has to be able to listen to me, do and not care. 


As a band, not as a couple. I'm pretty sure we are done with that nonsense, anyway. 
| shrug "Tough luck, then’ 


Izzy laughs, rummaging through the various packets that litter the table for a cigarette "I really don't get 
what the fuck he sees in you" 


| chuckle, my fine rage forgotten for a while, left to knot itself tighter silently in the wake of Izzy's good mood 
"Must be my gentle soul and caring personality, bitch" 


Izzy laughs again. 


l'm many things, but I'm not an idiot: | know exactly what Slash sees in me. | know what | look like. 


That's not my vanity speaking, though, even though | am vain. That's just a fact, purely logical and even fucking 
mathematical: | know that my face and my body are more than enough to compensate for my shitty 
personality. Its clear in the way that Slash looks at me, the way his breathing speeds up when | touch him, 
the way he can't seem to help coming closer, that he wants me more than he's irritated by me. Nothing more 
and nothing less. 


I'm cool with that, | understand that. He's not the first lust-drenched fool to pant over me and | don't think 
he'll be the last. 


We have a good arrangement. We are in the band, we work on the songs, we hang out together with the 
others, we play, and when the tension rises too high, we fuck. There is no talking about our relationship or 


even considering that we have one, because we don't: we have an arrangement. 


Slash is cool with it, too. He understands, because Slash is..Slash. He's cool about everything, laidback and chill 
even when I'm being my most exasperating, grinning at me and playing with my hair like I'm nothing, like I'm 
harmless, like | won't bite his hand off the second he gets too overconfident. It's like he's waiting for me to 
snap, playing his cards just right, and when | do, he just takes it: all my anger and frustration and bitterness 
and other things that cannot be named, he holds them in his hands and turns them into smoke like a magician's 


trick. 


He's like a demigod, caught in human form, and | wonder how a creature like that can't tell when he's being 
spoiled and exploited, when he's being harvested. He's like a combination lock. If | lick his plush lips just right, if | 
flick his dark nipples in just the right way and thrust inside at the right angle, he falls apart in the most 
striking way, makes the most wonderful noises. When | let him inside me, when | open up to him, he looks like 
he's reached heaven, so caught in clouds and color he is that it's hard for me to remember we're just fucking 
for a while. 


I's afterwards, though, when he's sated and exhausted that instead of leaving or letting me get away, he 


presses up flush against me, wraps me in his arms and says all these things, all this small confessions that 
don't amount to much on their own, but put together... things like "H's like they want to make us all into 
fucking androids" or "When I'm not with you I'm choking" 


He calls me things no one's ever called me before, like "beautiful" and "lovely", whipping out his best British 
accent to make me laugh. He spins fantasies about the future, about how we'll make it big, we'll be the biggest 
thing since the Beatles, and we'll make so much money we'll have to have a separate room just keep it. Like 
we'll still be together, like somehow this summer of ours will just stretch out for eternity, like he's not hooked 


on dope and I'm not a nutjob. 


See, that's something | could never do. It's like dreaming: | can't look at things the way | want them to be. | 
can't just pretend that maybe somehow shit will work itself out and suddenly I'll be anything but what | am, 
that he'll be anything but what he is and the world will stop spinning just because..what? He loves me? He 
doesn't. He just thinks he does, because he's so sweet and so young, and all of that has to go somewhere. 


| take that for myself. All that sweetness, | covet it like a dragon covets gold and treasure: | steal it for 
myself and | burrow in it, | lock myself away and forget..| forget, insulating myself from the noise that never 
seems to stop. 


Its funny, because even though he threw a hissy fit and acted all wounded and is still not talking to me after 
three fucking weeks, Slash does what | told him to do, and the show turns out better than any other we 
played before. 


He looks fierce under the stage lights, caught in the moment and the song, coaxing sounds out of his guitar 
the way | knew he could: the music was always there, he just needed the drive to find it. So what if | crushed 
his fucking feelings? That sound is worth anything. 


Is there anything in the world that's more inspirational than absolute anger? Slash radiates it, drowns in it, 
shrouds himself in it as if it was a cloak, his posture tense and tight, and his downturned face hidden by a 
cloud of curls. Everything in his body language is telling me to fuck off, so why do | want so badly to come 


closer? ‘Cause l'm a contrary motherfucker, that's why. 


Throwing caution to the wind, | do it. | press myself to his back, drape myself on him. He's tense, coiled tight, 
but he's buzzing with energy and heat, and | know he craves this. Craves me. | know he's hard in those leather 
pants, because l'm hard in mine. | know he's dying to grind against his guitar, so | grind against his ass, letting 
feel how much his music turns me on, drives me wild. | moan that much more realistically, let my hand slip a 
little over his chest, pant against his neck. 


He throws me a fierce glare over his shoulder. | grin, because | can see his eyes are swimming in angry lust. 
Good. That's all the feeling | need to make the night exciting. You just can't separate music from sex. To do so 


would turn it into a dead shadow too weak to slither into your mind. 


And we are slithering into their minds: rowdy faces in the darkness screaming and jumping and dancing and 
letting it all out, knowing that no matter what this we are doing is, it's real. More real than anything else 
they've experienced this week, this month, this year, their whole lives. | bask in the noise they make, more 


genuine and stimulating to me than a fix of the best drug out there could ever be. 


Between songs, when I'm sure no one's watching, | lick a long wet stripe on Slash's neck, and | watch him jolt 
helplessly and glower, the fire in his eyes like a shot of adrenalin straight to my pounding heart. | hope he 
hates me already. 


Izzy rolls his eyes at me, at my childish antics, and | turn my grin up a few notches, because at last the 
buzzing in my bones, the ringing in my ears seems to be dispelling, finding a way out: Slash can do that without 
even trying, the ferocious wail of his guitar and the unyielding heat of his body enough to tone the noise down 


into an almost comforting hum and replace it with nothing but the rushing of blood and the need for more. 
Afterwards, we disperse. As usual, the others go for their fix, and | go for mine. 


My chest is heaving as | walk amongst the crowd, their bouncing energy and exhilaration sending new rushing 


waves of pleasure through my nerves. | told you | was vain, just not of the way | look. 


The way | look has nothing to do with me, even if its what gets me my way most of the time. I'm just an 
askew collage of my worthless parents, but this? This buzzing in the air, the sweat on the floor, the fierce 
grins on those faces? | did that. The purest Persian china can't compare to this. 


But there's something else that can. With that though in mind | elbow and claw my way around the club to 


find the one person that can wake me up from my own mind long enough for me to get some actual sleep. 


| find Slash backed against a dark corner, with some girl's tongue in his throat. Well, that puts a bit of a 


damper in my plans. 


| stand there like an idiot staring at them from a few feet away, the intermittent lights playing tricks on the 
girl's clothes. He's resting his weight on the wall behind him, has an arm around her waist and the other 
hovering over her shoulder, holding a plastic cup full of something in his hand, but | know he's not drunk He 
loses his shit when he's drunk, forgets stuff and becomes something of a grinning lump of good intentions but 
no coordination, the mere idea of trying to pick up a girl totally beyond him. 


This is deliberate: he wanted me to catch him..what? Cheating? We are not together. We've never been. 
But then she latches on to his neck, probably sucking a bruise, making a mark, staking a claim. He throws his 
head back, allowing her better access, and | can't hear anything because the music is loud and I'm far away, 
but | imagine he's gasping in smothered pleasure and my blood boils, because that skin is mine. Over the 


stranger's head, he looks straight at me, watercolor eyes wide, expectant. Waiting. 


Motherfucker. 


The world narrows to those dark eyes that beckon me closer, ask me a question, and a part of me panics 
because he has more power over me than | thought, and he knows it. | walk closer, reach for him in a daze, 
brush my fingertips against his knuckles. The lights cast strange shadows on his face, his features acquiring a 
dreamlike quality, his eyes as hypnotizing as a magician's pendulum. | want him more than I've ever wanted 


anything. 


| make sure he's caught in my eyes, stuck to them, before | take the cup from him. | spill the entirety of 
drink over the girl's back and quickly back off, trying very hard to contain laughter at the dumbfounded look 
on his face as he awakens from his trance at the sound of the girl's outraged squeal. The fact that her dress 
is white and will probably be useless after this is oddly satisfying, because she should know better than to go 


around touching what's mine. 


| can't hear what she says, or what he tries to say to calm her down, but then she slaps him and walks away, 


so | don't even feel a little guilty about it. 


"Fuck, Axl!" Slash's angry, flushed with it, his hands curling into fists and his voice loud enough to be heard 
over the pounding music "What the fuck do you want?!" 


| know | shouldn't, | know I'm threading thin ice, but | step forward into Slash's space and | have him crowded 
back against the wall in a second. | don't know what | want, but I'm slowly coming to the realization that | wish 


he would hit me. | just love it when my mind spins this kind of shit on me: it keeps my life interesting. 


‘Sorry about that" | say, smiling in mock apology and holding my hands up, trying to keep calm and carry on 
over the sudden mantra of hit me, hit me, hit me spiraling inside my head ". But you shouldn't stare at people 


like that while you're making out with someone, it might give them the wrong impression’ 


His mouth twitches into a thin line, and | can see the second of white hot fury when he's too angry too even 
speak, to even look at me. He looks upwards at the ceiling, and | don't know if he believes in God but he 
certainly looks like he's praying for strength. The line of his throat beckons me closer, asks me to taste and 
cover that mark that has no right being there with my own, begs me to erase the very memory of another 
person touching what's mine, but | ignore it. Instead, | wait until he looks at me again, a strange shine in his 


eyes. 


"You can't expect me to drop everything and give you what you want" Slash says through gritted teeth ". You 


dropped me, remember?" 


He looks so vulnerable in that one moment, the anger drained away from him and | know he's ready to give in, 


he's this close to being caught in me. All | need to do is step away, lure him in and he'll follow. He's mine. 


Instead | press myself flush against him, my desperate heart pounding so loudly l'm sure he can hear it over 
the sound of the music and the chatter around us. The minute we touch, he sucks in a breath and his eyes 


widen, and | know he can see in my eyes that I'm at the end of my rope, the ringing n my ears so loud I'm not 


sure how others can't hear it too. 


| know we are not together, Slasher" | say, my mouth clearly disconnected from my thought process, my 
fingers scrabbling for purchase until | clutch a fistful of his hair and drag his face inches from mine. Why the 
fuck am | saying this? Step away, back off, leave him hanging. What the fuck do | care if he fucks chicks? He's 
mine anyway. Stop talking "But if you let another bitch come close to you I'll claw the motherfucker's eyes 


out" 


| don't know what I'm expecting, but it certainly isn't the way he growls and grabs me the second those 
damning words leave my mouth, fingers digging into my shoulder blades. 


"Fucking asshole" he says angrily. I'm still trying to process why and how | got myself into this position when 
he kisses me, dragging his plush lips over mine and licking into my mouth and white noise explodes everywhere 


behind my eyelids, rendering me deaf to the world outside of me and him. It's been so long. 


| don't know how we make it to my place from the club, how we navigate the streets and hallways and doors: 
I'm so caught up in a whirlwind of plain want | can think of nothing else, I've used up my ability for words and 
the ringing in my ears has gone to loud for sound to pierce through it, but as soon as the door's shut behind 


us there's a hand grabbing my shoulder and fingers in my hair and a mouth on mine. 
"Is this what you want?" he asks, breathless. 


Pain explodes from where he bites the place where my neck meets my shoulder, hard. | mean to protest, but | 
break off with a whine at the end, my head falling back, and | would crack my skull against the wall from the 
force of impact, but Slash's hand is there to soften the blow. He laughs incredulously, the fingers of his other 
hand digging into my shoulder. 


"You're fucking crazy, you know that? Just..insane" he says, lips grazing the shell of my ear. He squeezes the 
plush skin of my arm until | can feel the stinging pain, and | can't speak, have to fight just to try and control 
my breathing. 


"Slasher, |--" | try, forcing the words through my seemingly clogged throat. 


I'm not sure at which point the night spiraled so far out of my control, but then he kisses me again, and it's 
the easiest and smoothest kiss we've ever shared, because he knows how | work and before | remember | was 
trying to say something, he's bitten my lips into redness and licked his way into my mouth with a possessive 


tongue. 

"You don't know what the fuck you want, but you expect me to give it to you anyway" he whispers against my 
jaw, nipping it with the utmost care just to make me gasp. He grinds the hard length of his cock against my 
hip, releasing a heady breath that sets my blood on fire "I fucking hate you" 


You and me both, honey | want to say, but my tongue is tied and all | can make out past the beat of my own 


heart and the rushing of blood in my ears is Slash's panting against my skin, all | feel are his fingers squeezing 


my arm tighter and tighter, like he wants to rip the skin off my flesh. 


"You love dragging your grubby hands through my guts, don't you?" he says, and the words feel like they're 
being dragged through broken glass, hurting us both "Does it make you happy to know that I'll crawl for you?" 


| gather enough strength, collect enough of my own mind to form a single word 
oa 

Hit me, hurt me, break me, shatter me 

He flinches like | just hit him with a brick or something, stumbling backwards from the force of his own hurt, 
and the sight of him is something Id like to treasure forever and claw out of my retinas at the same time: 
Slash in agony. That's a work of art right there 

| did that. 

But then again, | told him | would 

Hate me, hate me, hate me, hate me 


He lets out a huff of air, and sucks his lower lip into his mouth. 


"What do you want me to do, Axe?" he asks, looking very much like he just found the end of the rope himself. 


He looks hesitant and small and nothing like himself, and all | want is to make him ok again. 
Except not. That's not all | want. 


| want him to stay. | want him to stay so badly my stomach hurts and my skin feels tight. | roll my eyes and 
shrug, keeping my balance by pressing a hand against the wall behind: my only tether to the real world. 


"Whatever makes you happy" | say, the panic clogging my throat. 
"You don't care what makes me happy" he says, like he just realized it and wants confirmation. 


| care. God, | care. | want to make you happy, | want to keep you safe. | want to keep you here forever, with 


me. | want.. 
"No" | say. 


He winces, because | reckon it must hurt: he just laid his soul bare on the floor between us and | practically 
ground it under my heel, but this is the best | can do for him. The best | can do for him is let him crawl 


away now that | haven't torn him yet. 
He leaves, wiping his hands on his clothes as if he were wiping away the feel of me, and when he's gone | 
shuffle to my bed, my feet dragging like anchors. | lie there face down, trying to smother the sound like 


crunching gravel that's stuck in my head, because the bomb just exploded and now l'm just exhausted. 


| should shower and change, but | don't feel like it. | don't feel like doing anything. | don't feel like moving. | don't 
feel like crying. | don't feel like being awake. Or being in love either, now that | think about it. 


Fuck. 


